Finale in Form of a Eacchanak

down to the age of gold, which, in its turn, is dying. In remote
corners, if you search for them, the living relics are still found.
There is this much evidence of the pleasures of the senses. In
them, there lies the prospect of eventual improvement, for all the
anachronism in those pathetic traces. So much that has been learnt
must be forgotten first. But generalities must not spoil the pattern
of this adventure. Having climbed outside the edifice, to take a
look at it, the time has come to go to its top storey, which, in this
stormy weather, touches on the rain cloud and, even, sways a little
in all the winds that pass. But let the tower fall down! Pull its
stones and bricks apart! Let it come crashing to the earth!

The antique magic is in the air again. Forget the present and the
future. Nor, in particular, is this the past. Like music, it must live
in its own melody and make its shape. The ram's horn trumpet
blows. It is the Bacchanale. The breath winds long and steady in its
twisted volutes, more pastoral than the conch shell which calls the
tritons and divinities of ocean. Again and again it blows. They
come from teeming India down the dusty plains, gods rub-
bed with sandalwood and powdered blue, youths of the cassia
flower with towers of jasmine in their hair, the sacred milkmaids,
the rout of the flowering precincts, male and female, and dark
cupids. Their tamed animals are led along, peacocks which dance
to music, the striped tiger and the purring lion. It is their ecstasy.
They close their eyes and listen motionless; or start to weep. The liv-
ing gods are earned past, mute and ineffable, their followers in frenzy %

Some walk slowly with iron barbs in their flesh, dragging great
weights with them, quilled like the porcupine with hooks and wire,
in a halo, a palisade, the points all trembling. Some hold the trident
and come forward, dancing. Others are naked, but for ashes, with
circles and ugly signs painted on them, the wild men, the sacred
vagabonds who sleep beneath the trees. There are Brahmins in
yellow robes, whom none may touch, who perform miracles;
those who control their breath and are suspended between life and
death; others who, by fasting, hover over their bodies and are rapt
in contemplation. The long sleep of the lotus tank and the slow
unfolding. The inscrutable smile, and darting and swaying of the
serpent neck. Language of the wrist and hand to hypnotize the
senses, for such are the flower-soft Indies, now advancing. Monks,
in their colleges of red or yellow, where the pearl-red pillars look
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